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Summary: 


Jenna just wanted a normal life. 


The Price 
Author's Note: 


Hey all, had the idea for this last night and just started 
writing it like an hour ago in an entire stream of 
consciousness, hope you enjoy it!! 


Jenna was thirteen when her life fell apart. Crushed and 
smashed before her very eyes as the Mt. Aleph Boulder stole 
her family from her. She had screamed, she had cried, the 
image of her brother clinging for dear life to that broken 
beam, her parents and Isaac’s father scrambling to try and 
save him before it was too late, their faces the moment 
before it happened burned into her eyes. She couldn’t close 
them for fear of seeing it again, reliving it. 


Jenna was sixteen when her life changed again. Sneaking 
into Sol Sanctum—a violation of her sacred duty as one of its 
guardians—to safeguard the Elemental Stars. Getting 
captured by strange invaders and used as blackmail against 
her closest friends... her brother, shattering her worldview 
all over again. He was alive and she could barely hold it 
together. As Sol Sanctum collapsed around her, forced to 
flee with her captors, she felt lost and helpless. Isaac and 
Garet were trapped in there, likely to die with no way to 
escape, her captors wanted to unleash Alchemy and rule the 
world, and her brother—who should have stayed dead—was 
trying to apologise. 


Jenna was seventeen when Idejima crashed into Indra. She 
had learned a lot over the year long trip from Vale to two 
Elemental Lighthouses. Her captors had not wanted to rule 
the world, at least the two who were now dead didn’t—she 
couldn’t figure out Alex’s stake in it all. Saturos and Menardi 


just wanted to go home, to keep it safe, to make sure the 
people and families there didn’t die. That included her own. 
Felix had explained it all, how Prox was dying, how he and 
the others had been saved during the storm, how Weyard 
needed Alchemy. That wasn’t what mattered most to her 
though. Once she had gotten over the betrayal and 
abandonment that Felix put her through, she wanted to help 
her brother. He was so different now, much quieter, soft 
spoken but with an edge, noticeably troubled even when 
freed from Proxian watch. 


Jenna was nineteen when she had to fight her parents, 
twisted and mutated into some horrific dragon, grey skin 
stretched over writhing muscle as red and yellow heads 
roared and each one had sounded like pain and sorrow when 
she thinks back to that night. She had clung to her parents' 
bodies desperately while the others all did their best to heal 
their wounds, as well as those they had suffered in fighting. 
Felix had no words, neither did Isaac, no one could do 
anything for her in that moment. What should have felt like 
a triumph felt like the true price for saving the world, the 
warmth of the igniting Mars Beacon barely registered with 
her freezing tears. 


Jenna was twenty when she finally returned to Vale. All had 
seemed to work out, her parents had recovered, and the 
world did not end when the Golden Sun had formed — in 
fact, everything had seemed more peaceful than it had since 
the quest began. But then Vale was gone, Jenna could feel 
the hole in everyone’s chest as they stared at the 
destruction the Golden Sun had wrought on her home. It was 
all gone, the town square and Psynergy Crystal, the inn, 
Isaac’s home, Garet’s home, her home, her grandparents, 
the families and the people. All that was left was Mt. Aleph, 
now sunken into the crater, shattered and golden. Then, just 
as quick as she had sunk, she was lifted back up as she 


heard Garet’s family, and Isaac’s mother, and all the other 
Valeans rushing up the hillside behind them. Maybe all was 
well. 


Jenna was twenty-five when she married. Ivan had helped 
organise an incredible wedding for her and her childhood 
sweetheart Isaac. All of Kalay was done up, lights, flowers, 
and ornaments that only the Lord and Lady of Kalay could 
hope to find decorated the streets. She was given the finest 
dress and Isaac the finest tunic, and together they 
proclaimed their love for one another amongst friends. She 
was truly happy. 


Jenna was twenty-nine when the first Mourning Moon came, 
Psynergy vortexes exploding into being on the anniversary 
of the day they saved the world, throwing all of the now 
changing Weyard into turmoil. Animals and beats were 
driven mad, people and buildings vanished into them, and 
there was nothing anyone could do. They were blamed—the 
“Heroes of Vale”’—and then all Adepts were blamed, called 
dangerous, discriminated against. 


Jenna was thirty-four when her son was born. Little Matthew. 
Everyone said he had her eyes, and certainly her tenacity. 
He would grab things and hold them tighter with his tiny 
hands than anyone expected, he would cry and babble for 
what he wanted, hands grabbing at air at whatever caught 
his attention. Jenna had cried, held him tight with her 
husband, and promised to never put him through the pain 
she’d had as a child. 


Jenna was thirty-nine when her brother disappeared. 
Another Mourning Moon. Everyone feared the worst. In the 
decade since the last disaster no one understood the 
phenomenon any more than the first time, it came as 
suddenly and stopped just as quickly as before, leaving 


destruction and loss in its wake. Yet more people died or 
vanished, towns were entirely devastated, and Adepts were 
rounded up and banished—if not worse. Her husband and 
Garet decided to leave Kalay, moving to the Goma Plateau 
to try and study Mt. Aleph, get close to it, find the Wise One, 
anything to solve the crisis. 


Jenna was forty-four and celebrating Matthew’s tenth 
birthday. Her little boy was growing up, as were Ivan, Garet, 
and Mia’s children. She hadn’t seen Sheba or her daughter... 
or Felix since the last Mourning Moon. She kept a happy face 
for her son though, even though he seemed to be growing 
up so fast. She didn’t want to miss a moment with him. 


Jenna was forty-eight when Isaac had sent her word of 
Matthew’s quest. She hadn’t minded at first, a trip to get a 
Roc’s feather was not overly dangerous, and meeting up 
with Kraden—despite his love of lectures—would be good for 
her son and his friends. She knew why Isaac had done it, 
another Mourning Moon was on the horizon and he didn’t 
want Matthew near Mt. Aleph when it happened. 


Jenna was forty-nine when the Grave Eclipse struck. She 
took to the streets of Kalay with Ivan, Psynergy ablaze to 
light torches and bonfires, keeping the beasts and shadows 
at bay with steel and flame. The combat gave her a 
distraction, not needing to think of where her son or his 
friends were at that moment, or what was happening. In the 
quieter moments she had to worry, and she cried, not 
wanting her son to have to go through the ordeals of saving 
the world as she had. 


Jenna was fifty-two when Alex and the Tuaparang nation 
made themselves known to Weyard as a whole. They had 
Isaac and Garet and were planning to siphon the energy of 
the Golden Sun from her husband and from Mt. Aleph for 


themselves. She had fought alongside her son as his new 
friends, and her brother had returned, his own children and 
their friends fighting with them to finally topple the 
Tuaparang. Alex had escaped, but she doubted they could 
have ever fully stopped him, empowered as he was by the 
Golden Sun. 


Jenna was fifty-nine and the Mourning Moon never came. 
With the defeat of the Tuaparang and the High Empyror the 
crisis of the Psynergy Vortexes was averted. Weyard was not 
saved though, people were still greedy and wanted power 
and wealth. Wars were waged and crimes were committed, 
Jenna did what she could to stamp it out where she saw it, 
but there was only so much she and the others could do. The 
Wise One had warned them so long ago they needed the 
strength to safeguard the world, but it seemed an impossible 
task. 


Jenna was sixty-four... and her son looked like Isaac did now. 
He had married Sveta of Belinsk and had a son of his own. 
Volechek, they had named him, after the late king. Jenna 
was of course happy, holding her little grandson in her arms 
as he cooed and babbled in a distinctly beastman way. She 
rocked him in her arms and promised to keep him safe, just 
as she had promised her son so long ago. 


Jenna was over one-hundred now. She wept at the side of 
Matthew’s bed, his wrinkled hand in hers. He was weak, but 
he was smiling. He told her not to cry, not to be sad. He said 
she was the best mother in all of Weyard, the strongest 
woman he had ever known. He was glad to have someone 
like her look after him through all his life, and was glad she 
would be there to look after his son, and his grandson for 
him too. Jenna tried to show him a smile, and maybe she 
managed one as he finally drifted off, but she couldn’t stop 
the tears. 


Jenna had stopped counting. They all had. They were tired. 
Generations had passed, her grandson Volechek had passed 
away very much like Matthew, and his son too. Weyard was 
still changing, Adepts were more widespread and so too was 
the destruction. Wars were more devastating and it fell to 
the eight of them to be the ones to stop them. They did their 
best to be paragons, to show how good the world could be if 
it worked together as they had when they ignited the 
Lighthouses. Still, they were not above fighting to protect 
Weyard again... amazing how strong one could become after 
several lifetimes worth of a life. 


But Jenna.... Jenna wasn’t sure the price for Weyard’s future 
was worth it. 


All she’d ever wanted was a normal life. 
Author's Note: 


Wasn't that a fun trip? :) Hope you enjoyed it!! Lemme 
know what you thought in the comments :) 

Your friend and writer, 

Droory 


